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ter act, I low yo'd better stay with
we'uns. Wo haiut much t' offer, but
tech ez wo hev yo're welcome to."

Wilford leaped from his saddle, threw
the reins over a sapling bough, and
bounded gracefully over the grass into
tho cabin. Ho was a tall, slender,
handsomo young fellow, with blondo
hair, a beardle-- s face, and largo, blue,
winning eyes, that sparkled with humor
or scintillated with wrath according to
his varying moods.

Mrs.Melton was fdtting before the
huge fire-plac- industriously dipping
snuff. She was a lank and angular
woman of forty, barefooted and dressed
iu homespun. She rose as Wilford
camo in, responding to his bow with a
queer little bob of her head, and then
withdrew into the kitchen.

The room in which Wilford found
himself was large and trimly kept. A
bedstead stood in one corner, while a
row of rush bottom chairs, a table and
a spinning-whee- l completed tho stock
of furniture. On tho log walls of tho
cabin were tacked a few. unf rained
photographs of family relations, while
on tho mantel was a little mirror in a
pine-con- e frame.

31 rs. Melton returned presently, and
began to spread the table for supper.
While bringing iu the last dishes, a
large, bony, and sallow girl ran into
tho room, her garments dripping with
rain and clinging eloso to her stalwart
frame.

"Whoop-eo- ! but wusn't Iskeered!"
Tho lightnin' struck a tree not "

She stopped ehort oa seeing Wil-
ford, her eyes Hashed with anger,
and she ran out of the room as un-
ceremoniously as she had come into it.

"Thet thar's my darter Nance," re-

marked old Melton; "an' she's tho
smartest gal in these hyar mountings.
She wus sorter set back when she seed
yo', but she'll come iu arter erw hile an'
play us a chune on tho organette.
Nance is a pow'ful hand at tho organ-
ette, Nance is."

"Supper's ready," vouchsafed Mrs.
Melton, in a high, cracked voice. "Sit
thar. stranger, an' reach fer yo'self."

Old Melton lowed his head, said
grace with all the gravity of a minis-
ter, and then plunged headlong into a
discussion of religion.

It was a woman's voice Nance's
voice and Wilford hurried forward
through the blinding rain and dark-
ness of the wretched night, till he
stood in front of tho toweriug boulderi
that shut in tho still.

"Damn yo!" ho hoard Melton pant,
"yo'll disgrace yo'self an yo fambly
afore strangers ag'in, will yo'? Yo'll
jino the Methodisses, will yo'? and
with that he struck his daughter a
fearful blow, causing her to reel for-
ward at tho feet of the voung man.

"Dog !" cried Wilford, "dovil ! Take
that!" and throttling Melton, bedashed
hinu against the rocky wall and struck
him between tho eyes.

Melton drew a revolver, but, before
ho could use it, Wilford wrested it
from his hand, and knocked him head-
long into tho shelter of the still.

"Ha!" cried Wilford, as a vivid flash
of lightning revealed the character ol
his surroundings. "A moonshiner, I
see. I thought as much," and, taking
a pair of handcuffs from his pocket,
he clasped them on tho wrists of the
prostrate man. .

"You will como with me," ho con-
tinued, dragging his prisoner into the
open air. "You will como with mo.
I have been looking for this still of
yours since last December, but I
wouldn't have found it if you hadn't
been tho bruto that you are."

Stunned, confused, tho old man
staggered to his feet.

"What is hit, daddy? Why don't
yo' speak?"

It was the daughter who spoke it
was the bruised and bleeding daughter
who now flung her apron around the
old man, and kissed his wrinkled face.

"Hit's all up with we'uns, Nance,"
answered the old man in a husky voice.
"Hit's all up with we'uns. This feller's
a detectife."

"I knowed hit, daddy I knowed hit.
He's been prow lin' 'round hyar all day.
I'd yo', but I seed he hadn't dis-kiver-

the still, an' I didn't want his
blood on yo' hands. Hut," and slip
hissed the words through her set
teeth, "I'd a warned yo' when I went
homo ef I'd a knowed hit 'd como ter
this."

The party went back to the cabin,
and at daybreak Wilford prepared to

(

Het in her ways a brooding hen.
A h wallow-tai- l -- tho story of Jonah

and the whale.
First mattress How do you foel?

Be.xmd mattress Full as a tick.
Tun nionkev goes to tho sunny id5T

cf tho tree when he wants a warmer
climb.

l'r.AYKRs mav go begging for an
nswer, but "VVhat'll you have?" never

does.

I'n tin' a patched dime in tho collec-
tion box is like buiu a scalper's ticket
to heaven.

Son a In Jay Gould take a little
stock, six times as much water, and
then put in the lamb.

Tkachku M Anonymous' . means
'without a name.' (live an example,
Wis.s (Iriggs." Miss Clriggs "My baby
sister is anonymous."

Loakek How are yo'i? Just
thought I'd drop in a while to kill
tune. Husy Man Well, we don't want
any of our time killed.

Brown How time Hies. Jenkins I
am not aware of its speedy passage.
B. Then you have not a note to pay.
J. No; I held yours.

Bloodoood Silby always reminds
me of a breeze that comes before a
summer's rainstorm. Travis Why?
"Uecause," answered Bloodgood, "lie
is no fresh. "

"This is a little late for you to be out,
isn't it, Feck ? Aren't you afraid your
Mife will miss you?" 5lr. N. Feck I
hope she will. Sho can fling tilings
pretty straight, though.

Mrs. Hinton (recently married)
Did you know my husband was very ill ?
Miss Carrington I suppose hemustle,
my dear. Before he married you he
told me I had broken his heart.

Visitor (to bereaved widow) Your
husband, I understand, w as killed in a
factory? Widow Alas, yes; poor dear
William was reckoned a smart man,
but he didn't know much about fly
wheels.

K
Station-maste- r Come, come, my

pood man, you mustn't walk on tho
track. Tramp (disgustedly) The con-
ductor says I can't lide, and jou say I
can't walk. What's your blamed old
road here for, anyway ?

Willie I wonder why I can't make
my kite Hy? Elder sister Ferhapa
the caudal appendage is disprojor-- t
ion ate to the superficial area. Willie)

I don't think that's it. I believe there
isn't weight enough on the tail.

Mrs. Statesman Do you know, sir,
that you came home last night in an ut-

terly disgraceful condition? Mr. States-
man (swallowing alout a quart of wa-
ter) "Woman, do you know that the
time of year has arrived when tho
country"has to be saved again?

Mrs. Skinnpiilint Josiah, don't
vou think Johnny's hnir needs cutting?
3Ir. Skinntlint (looking up from his
ja.er) How long is it till Christmas?
A little over five weeks. (Resuming
his paper) All right, I'll give him a
hair-cu- t for a Christmas present.

A COMPLICATED FUNERAL.
O bury my arms in dear Mexico.
And bury my heart iu the South.
O bury ir.y les in the State of New York,
In Georgia plt-a-i- Imry my mouth.
For I he v been married at leagt four

times.
To spouse s who've laid down their liven,
And now that I'm dead I wish to 3

placed
At tbo Bide of ray various wives.

. Brown And so you have got a first-rit- e

cook? What paper did you adver-
tise in ? Fogg Didn't advertise in any.
My wife told Mrs. Gray we wanted a
girl, but made her promise not to tell
anybody. "Well?" "Well, we had
the door-be- ll ringing for a fortnight
from morning till night. No less than
a hundred applications for tho place."

fTAlV A

"Ah, Mrs. Blackstreet, it's very lucky
I did not meet you at the time that pic-
ture was taken."

"Ah, Doctor, I'm afraid yoti are a
flatterer. Do you mean luckv for me?"

"Ahem, no, not exactly. Lucky for
me."

Wanted to Sathfjr Him.
Frominent Citizen Slade of Metro-olita- n

Hotel has just killed another
feller tourist from the Fast som'eres.

Second Frominent Citizen What
was the feller doin' to Slade?

"Nuthin' only givin' his orders.
Wanted a fire in his room, weather
strips on the door, soap, towel, hot wa-

ter, more quilts, and I fergit what
else. An' Slade shot him."

"Oh, I s'joso Slado reckoned it was
a pity that a feller who wanted
heaven so bad shouldn't have it."
Miuiseiftt Weekly.

He Found a Job.
"Has vour husband found work vet,

Mrs. McGarrity?"
"He hez thet, mum. He's a picter

hanger."

The design Is similar to the wrltinf -- desks
in use in the sixteenth century and looks
more like a strong-bo- x than a desk.

The colonial Is another pretty design in
writing desks. It is of tuahoganr. filled
finish, with carvrd legs, carved in fantastic
figures, and claw leet ot brass holding
wiilte glass balls resting on the floor. Like
folding-bed- s, writlnz desks are now mado
with intent to deceive. One of the deceit-
ful kind is a regular confidence game of a
desk. To look at it one would think it was
a combination book-cas- e and esoiltoire,
but tt is neither. Tho book-ca- o attach-
ment is a fraud, being furnished on the ln-s'- de

with a water-tan- k instead of shelves.
The lid of tho desk being raised mveals a
china wash-bo- connected with the tank
by a ripe and also fitted with a waste-pip- e,

which can be connected with the sewer at
a moment's notice. It is a very Ingenious
ooutnvance indeed. Should tho owner of
can wah hit hands of the whole business
then and there. ,

Another bunko piece of furnituro Is' the
sixteenth century cnter-tabl- e with one leg
growing out of a pedestal. It Is a square-toppe- d

table with round corners bound in
metal with imitation bolt-head- s, thus giv-
ing out tho impression that the tat 1 was
put together by a blacksmith. Hut this is
not the only claim the table has on tho peo-
ple. The ing. which is about a foot square.
Is hollow, and is Intended for a receptacle
for contraband goods for gentlemen only.
It Is said that this table would find great
favor in a prohibition community.

lhe liall chest is another odd conceit in
brlc-a-bra- o furniture. It resembles a car-
penter's tool-chest- an Englishman's box.
Letter known as lu?gage. They are made
of tho different cabinet woods, but six-
teenth century oak has the preference,
gome are wrought in plain and others In
shaded finish, and are liberally bound with
oxidized metal trimmings, the hinges ex-
tending entirely across the lid. They are
intended for use In the front halls of fam-
ily residences and make a convenient place
in which to throw gum shoes and other
hall litter when visitors arrive unexpected-
ly. A Yal) locic and key goes with each
and every hall-ches- t.

In parlor lurniture the overstuff Is most-
ly straight goods in tapestries with plush
trimmings. A fancy thing in parlor chairs
is tho Louis XIV. And IV., either in natursi
mahogany or antique oak, inlaid with mar-
quetry, with white and old-go- li trimmings.

Th Queen Anne bedstead is a novelty in
polished mahogany, with the head and foot
boards finished on both sides. It is usually
placed In the middle of a room in order
that its tlno points may bo sen from every
ro nt. liut in spite of all the rare and
costly gems in sixteenth century oak and
other woods the old reliable nineteenth
century installment oak is by far the most
popular.

How the Joke Was Evened.
Wo had a new master in W Aca-

demy, New Hampshire, says It. lled-woo- d,

in the New York Mercury, when
I was a pupil there not many years
ago, with whom we promised ourselves
some sport, before we got through with
him the first morning he faced us in
the class-roo- Ho was a moderate-sized- ,

rather delicate man, with a
mild, defensive air that seemed to
appeal to our generosity to make his
life less of a burden to him than wo
had mado that of his predecessor.

He appeared to fear we would carry
him out of the building or spring some
sort of a mine under his feet for the
lirst few days, and he eyed "YYilkins
Sharp, our ringleader in all mischief,
with a sort of care, as though he felt
completely at his mercy.

Things moved on with half-hearte- d

uncertainty for alxut a week. The
master held such a lax grasp of the
reins of authority that we expected to
make him step down and out within a
few days at the furthest. His reading
of a lengthy chapter from Chronicles
or Deuteronomy every morning before
prayers was a grievance which the more
active spiiits determined to redress.

We knew there was fun on hand, of
what nature the majority of us were
ignorant, when we went into tho class-
room one morning in the second week.
A loud bray greeted us, which we an-

swered with shouts of laughter. A don-
key stood in the master's place at the
desk before the ojen Uible, with a
huge pair of rusty-rimme- d glasses
straddling his nose and a ludicrously
solemn expression of countenance, as
if ho wished to bear the honors thrust
upon him with becoming dignity.

We were all in our seats trying to
smother the mirth, when the master
came in. He walked up to the desk as
usual, and seemed to look right
through that animal without seeing
him. "Heboid thy brother P staring
at him from the loard made no impres-
sion on his optic nerve. He stood uion
the right of the desk, looking down
upon us without a word. As wo
watched he seemed to rise inches be-
yond his usual height. His eves fairly
blazed behind his glasses, ilii mild,
defensive air changed to such masterly
aggressiveness that we fairly quaked
before him.

Presently he brought his glance
round ujon Wilkins Sharp and concen-
trated it on his faco. Those orbs of
flame seemed to scorch him. His faco
reddened, as if he had been pulling
chestnuts out of the fire.

Wilkins Sharp, come here!" said the
master.

Wilkins obeyed with a look of bra-
vado.

"Kide that donkey out of the rooml"
Wilkins did not move to obey with

alacrity.
"Do Vou want a lift?" inquired tho

master, and in a llash, by some dexter-
ous movement of arm and boot that
fairly dazzled us, Wilkins was "boosted"
ujon the creature's back and was on
his way to tho door amid a roar of
laughter.

We looked at the master. He had
relapsed into his usual calm.

"Now that we are rid of tho donkey
and his brother," ho said, as he turned
over tho leaves of tho llible leisurely,
"wo vill read tho third chapter of
Leviticus."

Handsome Is as Handsome Docs.
Hobon Where are you bound?
l'emsen Up to ask my pretty cou-

sin to marry me.
llobson Well, good luck to you.
Kemsen Thanks, dear boy.
Kobson (an hour later) Well, did

your pretty cousin say yes?
ltemsen No; the homely thing re-

fused me. Judge.

' TZ l K1.-- J KP L4 I

Th"re Is many a pla&nt land that lias
Uuder th iiky unfurl!.

Count lien fair, who lauty rare
It the th-ui- t of half t e world.

But In each wanderer' heart of heart ,
Could hi 4 true choice he known,

Ever you'll flul iiiMcribrd the name
Of the 1 ind ho call his own.

And to me, there, is u haunting meloJy,
That no ill act rd doth tie, troy,

In the ioft, tonorou title of
My

' Own
Illinois.

I claim forber no legonda,
IJke t lie (i rmau for Ma Ithirt.

She doea not boast the clanaio palm,
Nor yet Iht got hie pino ;

Cut, like tonio Kray-ve- brown-haire- d mall,
Not hlondu, nor auric brunette,

Tho temjM rate charm that U hor own
Her lover ne'er forget

Fmm tropic aim. or arctic acaa.
No tierce extremes alloy

The hope-intiirln- g air that aweeps
My

Own
Illinois.

nw blitbely o'er her fertile AUU
Tho pralrio breezes blow

AcroAa the level corn lamia.
Where a natlon'a harvests grow.

The. royal Mississippi lavi
Her goldon aunaet Rido;

Glcauna on hor brow lAko Michigan,
A coronal of pride :

Her stately Harden City towers
With worthy pride up-buo-y

Above all woula-b- e rival Stales
My

Own
Illinois.

Dear State, the pilot of thy wild flower,
The aon of thy wild bird,

Were of color, and of music.
All my childhood saw or heard ;

Thrilling, like Bcenis of paradise,
Across those dutty years,

They still make Undtret memories
Tbat tremble into tears.

Untouched by bitterness, and, like
A child's kiss, sweet and coy,

Drifts back the dream of innocence la
Mv

Own
Illinois.

When on me dawns that fateful hour
The Archer Death's own time

Terchauce his tdisft may still this heart
i In some far foreign clime.
But I pray that my dreamless dust may sleep

Where his song of reckless joy
The blackbird pipes to the prairie sol

In my
Own

Illinois.
Chicago, I1L

AT THE OI'EX WINDOW.

BY WILL HUKRARD KERNAN.

h ALLING WATER is
--j tho name of the most

K-r- J picturesque spot in
l . thoCumberland coun-- P

J. try of Tennessee. It
I "jT is sitiiatod n. fw mils
LvV- - eolith of Cookevillo,

s-- Ce. places visited by tour- -

--5r. ..n ists who venture up- 'to that highland vil-
lage. Caney Fork, a tributary of tho
Cumberland 1 liver, rises in the moun-
tains, and surges over the rocky ledges
a full hundred feet into the soquestered
valley below. And it is this cataract
that is known as Falling Water.

The surrounding country is wild,
lonely, and romantic, and was a favor-
ite resort of tho moonshiners, until the
United States revenue oflieers swept
lown upon them, shooting a few cf
them dead and sending many of them
to the penitentiary.

Not far from Falling Water is a
deep, precipitous ravine, the sides of
which uro covered with pines and an
impenetrable undergrowth of vines
And shrubbery. Tho density of the
foliage hides tho bottom of the
ravine from view, but if you follow
a dim bridle-pat- h trending from
tho road, you will find that it
leads to the door of an old cabin sur-
rounded by a stake-and-rid- fence,
half hidden by blackberry bushes,
sassafras, and weeds.

This cabin was the homo of old Mel-
ton, a moonshiner, and his family, un-
til the spring of 187D.

The still was located within a stone's
throw of the house, between two gigan-
tic bowlders, and so cleverly was it
hidden by the rocky walls that towered
up on three sides of it, and so cur-
tained in was it on the remaining side
)j the vines that fell in green festoons

from the gray ledges of free-ston- e

above, that the old moonshiner felt
himself perfectly safe from the prying
eyes of loth oflicers and informers.

One evening alout dark.asold Melton
eat in the gallery of his cabin, drawing
consolation alternately from a stone
Jug and a corn-co- b pipe, he was saluted
by a young man on horseback, who had
ridden up from the right and whose
face betrayed an expression of keen
annoyance.

"Hello!" cried tho horseman, draw-
ing rein, "can vou tell me how far it is
to Cookevillo?"

" M5out fo' miles, stranger," replied
Melton, rising to his feet and slouching
forward, "Hev yo' lost yer bearin'a ?"

"Yes; went down to old Davenant's
to collect a bill this morning and "

"Long.lack Davenant's, stranger?"
"Yes; up at the head of Caney Fork,

and "
"Why didn't yo' turn to tho left when

yo' came to Squar Mills' place?"
"I did: but I took tho wrong road

out in that confounded Hat woods."
"Je.sf-o- , je.sso! Been thar myself!

Tis a puzzle to a stranger. An' what
ehell 1 call yer name':"

"Wilford -- Harry Wilford.".
"Any relation t' tho Wilfords down t

Smith Fork ?"
"No; my home is in Nashville Am

a professional man there. Had to look
after a farm of mine down in DoKalb
County, and so I concluded to rido up
here and collect a bill from old Dav-rra-

before I went hick to Lebanon.
The old man wasn't at home, though.
By the way, could I find a placo here
or herealtout to stay all night? It will
rain long before 1 can reach Cooke
ville."

"I (inn no.. FYaps Henry Q. could
keep yo."

"Who is Henry Q., and where does
he reside ?"

"Henry Q. Clark, yo' know. Lives
bont a quarter out on tho Cookevillo
road yander," jointing to tho left.
"Henry Q.'s rich Henry Q. is. His
house must V cost a cool five hundred.
Jest foller 1het "

A hlitding flash, a thunder-pea- l and
adiiwng torrent of rain interrupted
the hi eakor.

"Wall, I say, Mr. Wilford, if thet
are's the: way ther weather' o

Everybody Apa the Fahlon Popular
with m Hare Who Have Lone Ueon Food
for Worms Some or the Article, After
All. but Hollow Snare, OihlUetl Sham,

ml Jron-llou- Mockerie.
IXTKKNTH century
onk with oxlJizo l met-h- 1if himj ti lmminjrs is the very
latest novelty in parlor
and llviuvr room furnl-ftur- o,

and nowhere in
the country are these
buck-numb- conceits
reproduced in such
porioction as by the
tnlcauo manuiai!turcr.
hales-- w ndows are

".Ulled with the aitlstlo
creations, and adve-
rtising pages fairly t.ul
with funcy etcnings
furnished by furniture
dealers, of whom none

urn n ntrtmrlfnff as our own. lhe arti
cles one pees in flist-sla- ss houses are made
up in both natural and antique designs, dull
and polishod, and iu a style whlcn shows
that furniture as well as history repeats
itself. Most ol the new goods are odds and
ends for library, parlor, and hall furniture,
and nil more or less bound with metal.
Marbln tops for dressers, mantels nnd con-t- er

tables are noinjr out of date, but this

stylo of trimming is still porular in grave-
yard decoration.

Plain oak is the most papular style of
furniture at present. Mnd taki-- s the lmd in
the sixteen different kinds of wood now in
thetmarket. Complete chamber sets in ash.
(ieorgia pine, California redwood, maple,
walnut, birch, cherry, mahogany, oak. eb-
ony, rosewood, sycamore, white mahoguny,
satir.wood. butternut. nd olive can bo
found at thok-adin- furniture houses in the
city.

"vVe find that plain ok polished has tho
preference over all the others. " said a sales-ma- n

In a W abash avenue hou.e. "This is
the case with the masses, as well as our
more aristocratic customers. Fancy carved
work in chamber suits is no lomrr in de-

mand, and home even prefer the dull shellac
finish instead of polished goods. Indin ng-roo- m

furnishing the chairs are not so
high-back- ed as formerly, and the round
dining-tabl- e takes the leal, thoush the
square ones are still beinjr used, 'lhe va-
riety of sideboards is now so extensive
that the people are no longer building them
into their houses, as they can buy any style
they want redy-made.- "

One of tho very latest novelties is the
gentleman's Oriental shaving cabinet. It is
called the gentleman's cabinet to distinguish
it from the ladies' shaving-cabinet- , which
will be out soon.

The cabinet is of antique oak. sixteenth
cnturv finish, four feet h'g'a and two font
wide, fitted with drawers and lockers for
lather, razors, towels, and whetstones.
The top is surmounted by a small mirror
set in n carved frame and hung on swivels.
It is a handy tiling to have in the house,
and is mounted on rollers so that it can be
moved at wilL If the gentleman doesn't
want to shavo in a certain room he can
shove tho machine into another part of the
house. Tho drawer handles and hinges are
of oxidized brass, tho liintres which are on
the locker extending half way across the
door.

Another cabinet is a combined barber-
shop, wardrobe. dressing-cas- e, and
chitTonier of antique oak, paneled, iron
trimmings, and carved doors. It is con-
siderably larger than the Oriental cabinet

and if it coinl'iiM'd a folding-be- d along with
its other conveniences would be about
a complete chamber-se- t for a bachelor's
quarters. The Grecian is still another nov-
elty in this line, but smaller than the other
two. standing on taised legs handsomely
carved and mounted with polished metal.

For the encouragement of Chicago liter-
ati one llrm turns out sixty different styles
in wilting-table- s. They range from the
massive oiIlce-d's- k to the dainty escritoire
suggestive of lovt-la-l- en epistles traced on
per.umed paper. AH tho known timber
susceptible to the designer and cabinet-
maker's art enter into the composition or
these tables. The handsomest are of an
tique oak. until lately used only in odd

pieces, but which now takes first place in
one ot these desks desire to close an im-

proper or unprofitable correspondence, he
everything. One of the most unique was
of waterlogged oak. which is of a t luish-Mac- k

mottled color. Jn shato it is not un-
like a packing-ens- e. the desk diopplng
down from tne side and held iu plabe by
chains. It is jutted with numerous
pigeon-hole- s and drawers, and it is bolted
together at the corners with bras plates.

FAH IT IS TO COOKEVILI.E V"

start with his prisoner for Cookevillo.
They had proceeded less than

twenty yards from the door, when the
sharp reiort of a rifle was heard, and
Wilford reeled from his saddle dead.

At Hie same moment the white, tense
desperate face of Nance vanished from
the open window.

Caught 'anping.
Stranger leg pardon for interrupt-

ing, but vou probably noticed in the
papers this morning that Lord alob,
who is on a visit to this county, met
with an accident in the park yester-
day. Ho is a stranger here, and some
prominent citizen like yourself should
see that he receives proper atten-
tion.

Husiness Man (much flattered)
Really, I had not thought much of it,
but

Stranger You probably noticed in
the paper, too, that six persons wero
injured yesterday in a subway ex-
plosion.

"Why, yes. Were there any lords
among them?

"Possibly. No telling. Two men
were killed yesterday by electric
wires."

"I noticed that; but "

"And a number of persons wero run
over."

"Yes, but the lord "

"Ah. yes. The Lord wills, and wo
must bow; but our families should not
be Torgotten, sir; and as we are hour-
ly exjosed to these dangers, I thougkt
lossihly you might wi?h to get in-

sured in the 'Sure-Po- p Life and Acci-
dent Company,' of which I am an
agent." yew' York Weekly.

Was WUl Him.
An old negro who was sleeping alone

in a cabin was awakened by a noise in
tho room, and striking a light, saw a
man attempting to open a drawer.

"Whut you doin' dar?"
The robber, himself a negro, an-

swered: "Try in' ter see what you ot
in dis house."

"Dar ain't nothiu' yeredat 'longs ter
you."

"Will 'long ter mo when I gits my
ban's on it."

"Look yere, generman, tell you whut
IU do. I'll shoot craps wid you right
here,"

"I'se wid you," the robber answered.
"Fetch out yo' bones." Jrkansaw
Traveler.

Kough on the Koof,
Builder I want you to do Bome--

thing for me.
Friend What is it?
"You fee thii house is almost finished,

excepting shingling tho roof.
"So I perceive."
"Well, 1 want you to look around

and see if you can't find a thin car-
penter who does not weigh more than
120 Kunds. I must have a light car-
penter to put on those shingles. If a
heavy man goes up on that roof tho
whole house Kill tumblo in."

"CAN TOU TF.M- - ME noW

"I b'long to the Haptisses, I do.
Tilda thet's mv wife thar she b'longs
to the Hardshell llaptisses, the no-Y- o

mtest church in these hyar moun-
tings. Nance thar's been a threatnin
ter jine the Methodisses, but if do
I'll drub her till she cain't holier."

'J he wife made no reply to the fling
at her faith, but Nance glared at her
father, and then, bringing her list down
on the table so fiercely that the dishes
danced, she cried:

"I'll jine I'll jine I'll jine I'll be
damned ef I don't jine!" and turning
over her chair she fled the room, bang-
ing the door behind her as she went.

Old Melton said nothing, but he
clinched his teeth with au ominous sig-
nificance.

Supper over and the table cleared off,
tho old man went to the kitchen door
and called for Nance.

"What do yo' want?" inquired the
girl.

"I want yo' to come an' play us a
chune on the organette."

"I wont."

m
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"THROTTLING MELTON, II K !AMHK.l) HIM AOAISST
THE not ur W ALL."

"Yo' will."
"I tell you, pop, I wont."
"Yo' wuthless wench! Ill lam ye

who's Ikiss. I'll beat you till tho blood
runs down yer legs, so he'p me!"
Running to a distant corner of the
main room he caught up a gnarled
hickory cane and hastened back to tho
kitchen.

"Where's Nance?" he demanded of
his wife.

"Sho done put out while yo' wus
lookin'fer yer stick," was tho answer.

"The slut! I'll And her an' wallop
her like I would a dog."

"Stay, sir!" cried Wilford, as Melton
opened the door. "Stay, sir! Surely
vou wouldn't strike a woman?"

"I wouldn't, eh? I'll whip her liko
a dog, I tell yo'. Stand back!" and
tearing himself loose frorn the grasp
of hi guest, he rushed out into tho
darkness and was swallowed up in the
night.

Suddenly a wild scream rang high
over tho roaring of tho wind in the
pines a scream so pitiful that Wilford
rushed off in tho directiou from
whence it came.

"Help! help! help!

that required artistic skill and a good '

deal of taste."
"Faste, indade it does, mum. It

takes a dale av paste, sure. The ioor
bye carries a bucket av it wid him all
day, and then sometimes he can't make
the blissed picters stick to them ould
boards at all, at all."

The parent who sends his fon into
tho world uneducated and without
skill in any art or science does a great
injury to mankit d as well as to his ow n
family, for hedefra'ids tho comunity of V
a useful citizen and bequeaths to it a
nuisance.

in love for
others has a foremost place in our ideal
of character, and our deep homage, as
representing the true end of humanity.
Who does upbraid himself for his slow,
ness in those sympathies which are as
a multiplying mirror to the joys of life,
reflecting them in endless play?

A woman who favors equal suffrage
wants to know if it is a crime to be a
woman. No, but it is tot manly. We
will say no more.
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